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pig-sties cleaned and re-bedded. When six o'clock came, or
much later during the hay and corn harvest, the day was ended by
the two miles' tramp home on tired and sometimes blistered feet;
then some kind of hot meal, and *so to bed'!
It was under conditions such as these that the childrein of rural
England then served the richest and most pious nation on the
earth; and for duties and hours such as I have described, she
rewarded them with wages of from half a crown to three shillings
and sixpence per week* Was she not engaged in the breeding of
a proud imperial people ?
Psychologists are always trying to discover what happens in the
mind of a child during the first years of its life, for the same reason
that the historian goes back to the original documents or the
geologist to the rocks. Sully, in his Studies of Childhood^ says that
'much of the deeper childish experience can only reach us, if at all,
years after it is over, through the faulty medium of memory—faulty
even when it is the memory of a Goethe, a George Sand, a Robert
Louis Stevenson/ What actually happens in,the mind of a child?
What is the nature of his thoughts, and how, and in what degree,
do natural phenomena affect his imagination? It is impossible
for an adult to recall with accuracy his earliest thoughts and fancies,
because a child lives to some extent in a fantastic and rapidly
changing world of his own creation. It is a world dominated by
unsubstantial, but to him very real, personalities and powers.
I have many times tried to recall the nature of my thoughts when,
as a child, I stood watching the peaceful flowing river, where the
silencq was broken only by the lowing of friendly cattle, by the
notes of gentle singing-birds, or by the distant rumble of a passing
train; but the way of my memory becomes confused and gets lost
in an imaginative world of fantastic rivers and miraculous fields,
and of dwarfs and giants such as never were on land or sea.
Nevertheless the main experiences of my childhood days remain
so unmistakably vivid and constant in my memory that they cannot
be far removed from the truth. The first certainty in my mind is
that my mother and my stepfather were parents as good as any boy
could have desired* My mother was unable to read or write, but
I have never known, or heard of, any one who excelled her in fore-
thought and matronly concern for those dependent upon her. My
stepfather used teasingly to insist that her frugal hands could spread
a pound of butter over the whole of the neighbouring churchyard,
and then have sufficient left to cover the gravestones on both sides.

